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T he Chronicle Hiliorie 

"Why well faid.That doth pleafe me better. 

Then to with me one.Youknow your charge, 

God be with you all. 

Enter the Herald from the French . 

Herald. Once more I come to know of thee king Hemy, 
W hat thou wil t giue for raunfbrae i 
Kin. Whbhatn fent thee now ? 

Her. The Conftable of France. 

Kin. 1 prethy bcaremy former anfwcr back e: 

Bid them atchieuc me, and then fell my bones. 

Good God, why fhould they mock good fellows 
The man that once did fell the Uon< skin, (thus? 

While the beaft hued,was kild with hunting him. 

A many of our bodies fhall no doubt 
Findcgraues within your realme of France: 

Tho bm icd in yourdunghils, we flialbe famed. 

For there the Sun (hall greete '.hem, 

A nd draw vp their honors reakmg vp to beauen, 

Leauing their earthly parts to choke ypur clyme » • ■u'\ 

The fmel wherof, fit-all breed a plague in France ; 

Mai ke then abundant valour in our Englifh, 

That being deadjltke to the bullets crafing, 

Breakes forth into a fecond courfc of raifchiefe, 

Killing in relaps ofmortalitie: 

Let me (peake proudly, 

Thcr’s not a pcecc of feather in our campc. 

Good argument I hope we (hall not flye: 

And time hath worne vs into flouendry. 

But by the mas, our hearts are in the trim, 

And my poore (buldicrs tel me, yet crc night 
Thayle be in frefher robes, or they will plucke 
T he gay new cloaihes ore your French fouldters cares? 

And turnethemout offer nice. If they do this, 

Asif it pleafe God they fhall. 

Then (hall our ranfome foone be leuied. 

Sail? 



yf Henry theffi* 

Saue thou thy labour Herauld: 

Come thou no more for ranfom, gentle Herauld . 1 
Thev (hall haue nought I fweare,bwt thefc my bones? 
Which if they haue^s / nil leaueam them, 

Willyecld them litle, tell the Conftable. 

Her. /fhall deliuerfo. 

Exit Hertwld. 

Yorke. My gracious Lord,vpon my knee /crauc, 

The leading of the vaward. 

Kin. Take it braue T orke . Come fouldiers lets away: 
And as thou pleafeft God,difpofe the day. 

TSt ; 

Enter the foure French Lordt. 
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Ce. Odiabello. 

Conji. Mordumavie. 

Or, O what a day is this/ 

Bur. O Tour dei hou/e 4* isgorve^yllj^s loft. 

Con. Weareinough.yetrhuingin.thefield, 3 

To fmother vp the Englifh, 

If any order might be thought vpon. 

Bur. A plague of order,onicc more to the field. 

And hcrhatM’ill not follow Bur fan now, , 

Let him go home,and with hiscap in hand. 

Like a bace Icno bold t he chamber dopre, . ,• 

Why leaft by a flauc no gentler then ray dog. 

His faireft daughter is contatnuracke. - . 

Con. Diforder that hath fpoy Id vs,right vs now. 

Come we in heapes , wcele offer vp ourliucs 
Vnto thefe Englifh, or clfe diewith fame, 

Come, come along, 

Ltts dye with honour, our fhamc doth laft too long! 
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Exit mnetl 


Enter 





